to  be  r-^e, 


eneioui — 


to  a man  at  Christmas 


Just  how  does  the  Gillette  Fifty  Box 
qualify  as  the  ideal  Christmas  gift 
for  a man?  Here’s  how  — on  these 
eight  counts: 

It  is  practical  . . . Man,  famous  for  his  practi- 
cal mind,  insists  on  useful  gifts. 

Vet  lie  probably  wouldn’t  bay  this  for 
himself . . • From  long  habit,  he  is  used  to 
getting  his  blades  in  packs  of  five  and  ten.  This 
will  be  a new  and  refreshing  idea  for  him. 

He’ll  be  sure  to  use  it . . . Blades  are  a daily 
necessity  in  every  man’s  life.  The  Gillette  Fifty 
Box  is  the  most  convenient  way  to  have  them. 

It  is  personal . . . It’s  all  to  himself,  for  his 
own  intimate,  bathroom  use. 

It  is  good  looking  . . . Packed,  as  you  see,  in  a 
metal  box,  velvet  lined,  with  a spring-hinge  cov- 
er. Blades  are  enclosed  in  brilliant  Cellophane. 

It  is  truly  generous  ..  .With  fifty  smooth, 
double-edged  Gillette  Blades  in  easy  grasp,  a 
man  can  look  forward  to  more  continuous 
shaving  comfort  than  he  has  probably  ever 
enjoyed  before  in  his  life. 

It  will  last  well  beyond  the  Christmas 
season  . . . For  months  his  mornings  will  be 
free  from  all  thought  of  buying  Gillette  Blades. 

It  is  reasonable  in  price  . . . Five  dollars 
buys  this  ideal  gift.  On  sale  everywhere. 

BA  DIO— Tune  in  on  “The  Gillette  Blades"  every  Saturday 
evening,  9:30  to  10:00  o'clock,  Eastern  Time,  over  the  National 
BroadcastingCompany's  Blue-Network,  WJZand  associated  stations. 

GILLETTE  SAFETY  RAZOR  CO.,  BOSTON.  U.  S.  A. 


!»> 


Gillette 


GIVE  HIM  SHAVING  COMFORT  IN  ABUNDANCE 
WITH  THE  FAMOUS  FIFTY  BOX  OF  GILLETTE  BLADES 
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Our  Advertisers 


Arrow  Collars 

Bethlehem  Foundry  and  Machine  Co. 

Bethlehem  Globe -Times 
Bethlehem  National  Bank 
Bethlehem  Steel  Company 
Brooks  Brothers 
College  Humor 
Dietrich’s 
Farr’s  Shoes 
Finchley 

First  National  Bank 
Foulsham,  the  Florist 
Frank  Brothers 
Gier  Jewelry  Shop 
Gillette  Safety  Razor 
Hafner  Meat  Market 
Hess  Brothers 
Hotel  Americus 
Hotel  Bethlehem 
Koch  Brothers 
Lehigh  News  Agency 
Lehigh  Telephone  Co. 

Lehigh  University 
McClintic- Marshall 
Mealey  Auditorium 
Meyer  Dairy  Corporation 
Phillips  Music  Store 
Quinlin  Printing  Co. 

Rau  & Arnold 
Sanders  - Reinhardt 
Supply  Bureau 
E.  P.  Wilbur  Trust  Co. 
Wetherhold  & Metzger 
Wood  & Doty 
Young’s  Drug  Stores 
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E.  P.  Wilbur  Trust  Co. 

Fourth  Street  and  Broadway 
BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


WARREN  A.  WILBUR,  Chairman  of  Board. 

FREDERICK  A.  HEIM,  President. 

DUDLEY  C.  RYMAN,  Secretary  and  Treasurer. 

CHAS.  A.  BRAMWELL,  Asst.  Sec’y  and  Treas. 

HERBERT  J.  HARTZOG,  Trust  Officer  and  Counsel. 
WM.  J.  TOOHEY,  Asst.  Trust  Officer. 

E.  D.  MILL,  Asst.  Title  Officer. 


Open  Saturday  Evenings,  6:30  to  8:30 


"I  can  remember  when  the 
Ladies  (God  bless  them!) 
used  to  wear  hoop-skirts  to 
the  Class  'Hop’; 

"when  nearly  every  male  student 
wore  sideburns  and  carried  a cane; 


Like  Cleo 

“I  see  my  finish,”  groaned  the  sandwich  as 
a bank  clerk  reached  for  it  across  the  lunch 
counter. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  hard-boiled  egg,  “and  isn’t 
it  horrible  that  you’re  to  be  bitten  by  an  adder.” 


"when  the  annual  Sleigh  Ride  was 
the  big  Whoopee  of  the  year!” 

^ ^ ^ 

Yes,  and  we  can  remember  when 
College  Men  used  to  work  labori- 
ously and  lengthily  over  letters  to 
folks  back  home!  . . . But  that  has 
been  eliminated  by  the  Telephone. 


May:  “I  don’t  like  Charles ; he  knows  too  many 
dirty  songs.” 

June:  “Does  he  sing  them  to  you?” 

May:  “No,  but  he  whistles  them.” 

— (Punch  Bowl) 


A stitch  in  time  often  saves  embarrassment. 


c 


There’s  one  near  you,  and 
Home  is  only  a few  moments 
away!  Just  for  fun  . . . s' all 
Home  tonight. 


LEHIGH  TELEPHONE  COMPANY 

A Local  Company  Associated  with  the  Bell  System 
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“All  of  Joe’s  clothes  were  stolen  last  night. 
Now  he’s  going  to  be  an  artist.” 

“Yeah  ?” 

“Yeah,  he  studies  in  the  nude.” — (Belle  Hop) 

HART,  SCHAFFNER  & MARX 

University  Models  are  Authentic 
They’re  styles  set  by  the  best  dressed  men  in 

The  girl  I left  behind  me 
I think  of  night  and  day, 
For  if  she  ever  found  me 

There’d  sure  be  hell  to  pay. 

— (Whirlwind) 

the  leading  schools,  as  reported  to 

HART,  SCHAFFNER  & MARX 

“Well,  Johnny,  I hear  they’ve  got  a new  baby 
up  at  your  house.” 

by  their  style  scouts. 

“Yeah,  a sweet  little  blonde  from  the  Follies.” 

— (Yale  Record) 

Wood  & Doty 

637  Hamilton  Street  Allentown,  Pa. 

Flip  For  It 

Player:  “That  makes  the 
match  two  sets  apiece.  Shall 
we  play  the  fifth  set  now?” 
Exhausted  Opponent:  “Look 
here,  can’t  we  settle  this  thing 
out  of  court?” — (Exchange) 


There  is  a current  rumor  that 
a student  in  a math  class  recent- 
ly defined  a logarithm  as  the 
song  of  a lumber-man.” 

— (Virginia  Reel) 


“Stop  reaching  across  the 
table,  Junior;  haven’t  you  a 
tongue?” 

“Yes,  sir,  but  my  arm  is  much 
longer.” — (Banter) 


EARL  H.  GIER 

JEWELER 


129  West  Fourth  St.,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

(Next  to  Post  Office) 


DIETRICH’S 

FRATERNITY 

HEATING  - PLUMBING 

SHEET  METAL  WORK 
Mcllvain  Oil  Burners 


15-17  WEST  THIRD  STREET 

BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


“I  feel  tired.  I’ve  been  get- 
ting along  on  only  two  hours  of 
sleep  a day.” 

“Only  two  hours  a day  ? How 
do  you  manage?” 

“I  take  the  rest  at  night?” 
— (Medley) 


He:  “After  many  disappoint- 
ing attempts,  you  remind  me  of 
some  one  I’ve  looked  for,  and — ” 
She  (brightly) : “And  could- 
n’t find.” 

He:  “Hell  no!  Found!” 

— (Rammer-Jammer) 
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THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


The  First  National  Bank 

BETHLEHEM,  PENNSYLVANIA 


Capital $ 300,000.00 

Surplus 800,000.00 

Trust  Fund  - 2,500,000.00 


R.  S.  TAYLOR,  President 
R.  P.  HUTCHINSON,  Vice-President 
THOMAS  F.  K.EIM,  Cashier 
F.  I.  KLINKER,  JESSE  M.  BODDER,  Assistant  Cashiers 
M.  EDW.  FULMER,  Trust  Officer 


Bootlegger  (to  man,  fishing) : “Any  luck?” 
Man:  “No.” 

Bootlegger:  “Try  some  of  this  on  your  bait.” 
Man  pours  something,  probably  potent,  from 
bottle  over  worm  on  hook  and  lowers  it  into  the 
water.  Soon  a great  splashing  is  heard,  and  the 
line  is  jerked  up.  The  worm  had  a strangle  hold 
on  a catfish  and  was  punching  him  in  the  eye 
with  his  tail.” — (Belle  Hop) 


“I  just  adore  dark  men.” 

“You’d  have  a big  time  in  Africa.” 

— (Kitty  Kat) 


A fraternity  brother  suggests  that  they  call  a 
sailing  vessel  “She,”  not  because  her  rigging  is  so 
expensive,  but  because  she  makes  her  best  show- 
ing in  the  wind. — (The  Wink) 


LEHIGH  UNIVERSITY 

Offers  Four-Year  Courses  in 

Magistrate:  “Prisoner,  you 
are  charged  with  habitual  drunk- 
enness. What  excuse  have  you 

Member  American  Telegraph  Florist 

Arts  and  Science 

to  offer?” 

Business  Administration 

Offender  (brightly) : “Habit- 

Foulsham 

Chemistry 

ual  thirst,  your  worship.” 

Chemical  Engineering 
Civil  Engineering 
Electrical  Engineering 
Engineering  Physics 

— (Siren) 

THE  FLORIST 

Industrial  Engineering 
Mechanical  Engineering 
Metallurgical  Engineering 

Blind 

“How  didja  get  your  face 

Mining  Engineering 

scratched?” 

“Jumping.” 

“What?” 

“Yes.  Jumping  at  conclusions 

For  Information  Address 

on  the  date  I had  last  night.” 

BRIGHTON  STREET 

G.  B.  CURTIS,  Registrar 

Lehigh  University,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

— (Pelican) 

Bethlehem,  Pa. 

THE  LEHIGH  BURR 
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Psych.  Students? 

“What  in  the  deuce  did  you  get  your  hair  cut 
so  short  for?” 

“Wanted  to  get  it  off  my  mind  as  much  as 
possible.” — (Drexerd) 


Life  Is  Like  That 

He:  “Hello.” 

She: 

He:  “Oh,  well.”  — (Satyr) 


Prof.:  “This  lecture  is  apt  to  prove  embarrass- 
ing. If  any  men  or  women  care  to  leave,  they 
may.” 

Voice  (from  the  rear) : “Sir,  can  I invite  some 
friends?” — (Penn  Punch  Bowl) 


First  Frosh:  “Did  you  get  the  English  assign- 
ment?” 

Second  Cynic:  “No,  how  much  does  that  cost?” 

— (Wet  Hen) 


“Do  you  know  that  they  don’t  let  the  prisoners 
at  Sing  Sing  play  the  victrola?” 

“Why?” 

“Because  they  have  bad  records.” 

— (Rammer  Jammer) 


Orchestra  or  Orchestra? 

“One  seat,  well  forward,  in  the  center,  down- 
stairs, for  to-night’s  performance.  Have  you 
got  it?” 

“Can  you  play  a fiddle?” — (Pointer) 


“You  see,  I’m  stout  and  I have  to  get  off  the 
train  backwards,  the  porter  thinks  I’m  getting  on 
and  gives  me  a shove  on  again,  I’m  five  stations 
past  my  destination  now.” — (Brown  Jug) 


Indignant  Mother:  “Rubber!” 

Englishman  (staring  at  homely  baby  in  fasci- 
nated horror) : “Thank  GawM ! I fancied  it  might 
be  real!” — (Yale  Record) 


It’s 


G ift  f 


Wk  A /HEN  this  time  of  year  rolls  ’round 
and  you  are  still  on  speaking 
y y terms  with  your  girl,  you  realize 
that  some  sort  of  gift  is  in  order. 

With  this  question  weighing  you  down, 
you  stop  to  purehase  the  magazine  you 
always  take  to  her  on  that  first  night  of 
each  month.  . . . Your  eyes  light  up  at 
the  thought  . . . an  idea  . . . your  own 
brain  child!  Why  not  give  her  a sub- 
scription to  this  best  of  all  books-of-the- 
inonth?  Another  year  of  holding  hands 
and  reading  the  smartest  humor  in  Amer- 
ica— the  “humor  with  a college  education.” 

r r r 

What  a break!  A special  Christmas  offer 
of  $2.50  each  for  two  subscriptions  or  more. 
You  can  include  yourself,  Mother  and  Dad 
and  of  course  the  Nuisance,  now  at  pre- 
paratory school.  You  write  a check  and 
COLLEGE  HUMOR  does  the  work,  not  to 
say  the  trick,  by  sending  out  an  attractive 
Christmas  card,  announcing  your  thought- 
fulness. No  standing  in  line  with  parcel 
post  packages  under  your  chin. 


Sender’s  Name. 


Address 


Send  COLLEGE  HUMOR 
and  a nice  big  Christmas  Card  to 

Name 

Address 

City State 

Send  COLLEGE  HUMOR  and 
a nice  big  Christmas  Card  to 

Name 

Address 

City State 


COLLEGE  HUMOR,  1050  N.  La  Salle,  CHICAGO 
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BETHLEHEM  STEEL 
COMPANY 

General  Offices:  BETHLEHEM,  PA. 

IRON  AND  STEEL  PRODUCTS 

PLANTS  AT 

Bethlehem,  Lebanon,  Steelton,  Johnstown  and  Coatesville,  Penna. 
Wilmington,  Del.,  Sparrows  Point,  Md.,  and  Lackawanna,  N.  Y. 


“Petting,”  says  Dr.  Hermann 
H.  Horne  of  New  York  Univer- 
sity, “involves  emotional  excite- 
ment.” 

You  wouldn’t  be  kidding  us, 
would  you,  Doc? 

— (Boston  Beanpot) 


“I  suppose  you  saw  the  dance 
of  seven  veils  while  in  Persia?” 
“Yes,  but  it  was  a big  fraud. 
The  girls  wore  eight  to  begin 
with.” — (Pitt  Panther) 


Doctor:  “Let  me  feel  your 
pulse.” 

Meek  Sixteen:  “Oh,  doctor! 
That’s  the  way  you  all  begin!” 
— (Ollapod) 


LEHIGH  NEWS  AGENCY 

SAMUEL  WILSON,  Prop. 

Wholesalers  of 

Magazines  - Newspapers  - Novelties 

NEW  ST.,  NEAR  FOURTH 

Exclusive  Distributors  of  The  Lehigh  Burr 
in  Bethlehem 

THE  LEHIGH  BURR 

is  sold  in  Pittsburgh,  Newark,  N.  J.,  New  York 
City  and  Philadelphia.  Also  at  the  fol- 
lowing stores  and  newsstands: 

Colonial  Tobacco  Store,  Broad  and  Main  Sts. 
Lehigh  Supply  Bureau 

Lehigh  News  Agency,  329  South  New  Street 

J.  VV.  Britton,  533  Main  Street 

E.  F.  Frantz,  1035  Linden  Street 

Gallagher  Drug  Store,  602  West  Broad  Street 

Ruth’s  Chocolate  Shop 

O.  C.  Schaffer,  801  Main  Street 

Lehigh  Valley  Railroad  Station 

Young’s  Drug  Store,  4th  Street  and  Broadway 

United  Cigar  Store,  Fourth  and  New  Streets 

E.  A.  Lanahan,  353  Broadway 

Max’s  Smoke  Shop,  119  West  Fourth  Street 

Snyder’s  Drug  Store,  Fourth  and  New  Streets 

Lehigh  Smoke  Shop.  .304  Broadway 

United  Cigar  Store,  Third  and  New  Streets 

Single  Copies,  Thirty  Cents 


“Good  morning,  sir  — I’m  a 
bond  salesman.” 

“That’s  all  right,  my  good  fel- 
low— here’s  a quarter;  go,  buy 
yourself  a square  meal.” 

— (Stanford  Chaparral) 


Nit:  “Say!  Did  you  hear 
about  that  terrible  new  brain 
disease  that’s  sweeping  the 
country?” 

Wit:  “Aw,  don’t  worry — 
you’re  immune.” — (Johns  Hop- 
kins Black  and  Blue  Jay) 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 
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The  particular  college  man  always  insists  on 

“THE  PUREST  KIND” 

ICE  CREAM 

You  will  find  it  most  everywhere 
MADE  BY 

MEYER  DAIRY  CORPORATION 

10  West  Coepp  Street  Phone  3150 


HAFNER  MEAT  COMPANY 

Dealers  in 

CHOICE  MEATS 

FIVE  POINTS  347  BROADWAY 

Bethlehem  (South  Side),  Pa. 

For  the  Best  in  the  Line  of  Meats 

S66  the 

HAFNER  MEAT  COMPANY 

Special  Rates  to  Fraternities 


Girls  and  billiard  balls  kiss  each  other  with 
about  the  same  amount  of  feeling. — (Dragon) 


She:  “I  could  waltz  to  heaven  with  you.” 
He:  “Can  you  reverse?” — (VooDoo) 


Freshman:  “Is  the  campus  Cop  fair  and  square?” 
Senior:  “Yep.  His  motto  is  ‘One  Price  to  AH’.” 

— (Sun  Dial) 


Dean:  “So  you  are  back  in  school.  I thought 
I expelled  you  last  week?” 

Upstart:  “You  did,  but  don’t  do  it  again  be- 
cause my  dad  was  pretty  sore.” — (Wampus) 


Once  there  was  a young  lady 
named : 

Fatima ; 

She  married  a man  named: 
Fa  (TIM)  a; 

Soon  she  became  very: 
(FAT)ima; 

And  now  she  is  a: 

Fati(MA). 

— (Buccaneer) 


Mother:  “My  poor  Jimmy  is 
so  unfortunate.” 

Caller:  “How  is  that?” 
Mother:  “During  the  track 
meet  he  broke  one  of  the  best 
records  they  had  in  the  college.” 
— (Georgia  Cracker) 


...  A TOAST 

To  the  collegeman  who  recognizes 
good  Shoes  — and  wears 
them. 


WETHERHOLD  & METZGER 

THE  STORE  OF 
FAMOUS  SHOES 

719  Hamilton  Street,  Allentown,  Pa. 

X-ray  Shoe  Fitting  Service 
without  extra  charge 


He  (bashfully) : “May  I kiss 
your  little  sister?” 

She:  “Sure,  if  you’re  afraid 
to  pick  on  someone  your  size.” 
— (Cornell  Widow) 


“Jimmy,”  said  his  teacher, 
“who  discovered  America?” 

“Ohio,”  he  piped. 

“No,  Jimmy,”  said  the 
teacher,  “Columbus  discovered 
America.” 

“Yes,  ma’am,”  said  Jimmy, 
“that  was  his  first  name.” 

— (Malteaser) 
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COMPLETE  SELECTIONS  OF  MERCHANDISE,  FOR  THE  AUTUMN  AND  WINTER 
OF  1929,  ARE  NOW  ON  REVIEW.  THE  VARIOUS  IMPORTANT  AND  INCIDENTAL 
FEATURES  OF  DRESS  ADHERE  TO  THE  CHARACTERISTICS  OF  STYLE  AND 
WORTH  ASSOCIATED  WITH  THE  WORK  OF  THIS  ESTABLISHMENT,  AND  IT  IS 
HOPED  THAT  UPON  THE  OCCASION  OF  THE  VISIT  OF  THE  FINCHLEY  REPRE- 
SENTATIVE TO  YOUR  COMMUNITY  YOU  WILL  AVAIL  YOURSELF  OF  THE  OPPOR- 
TUNITY TO  ACQUAINT  YOURSELF  WITH  THE  VARIOUS  ARTICLES  PRESENTED. 


Custom-Built  SHOES 


Exclusive  Agency  for 

“JOHNSTON  & MURPHY” 
“FORBUSH  SMITH” 
“FOOT-JOY” 

BROAD  AND  NEW  — BETHLEHEM 


PATRONIZE  THE 

SUPPLY 

BUREAU 


Professor:  “I’ll  not  go  on  with 
the  lecture  until  the  room  set- 
tles down.” 

The  Nimble  One:  “Better  go 
home  and  sleep  it  off,  old  man.” 
— (Flamingo) 


And  Where!  ! ! 

“Please  say  you’ll  be  mine  for- 
ever,” he  murmured  in  her  ear 
softly,  “I  may  not  be  on  the  foot- 
ball team  like  Jimmy  Smith  and 
I won’t  have  as  much  money  to 
spend  on  you  as  Smith  would, 
but,  oh,  darling,  I love  you  more 
than  any  girl  I know.” 

“And  I love  you,  too,  dear,” 
she  whispered,  “but  where  is 
this  Smith  fellow?” 

— (Malteaser) 


FEATURING 

COLLEGE  CLOTHES 

Meeting  the  Demand 
and  Particular  Taste  of 
Good  Dress 


HESS  BROTHERS 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 


Merry  Xmas 


VOL.  XXXX 


DECEMBER,  1929 


NUMBER  FOUR 


J.  LELAND  MYER,  ’30 
Managing  Editor 
ROBERT  A.  HERBRUCK,  ’30 
Advertising  Manager 


LLOYD  D.  SIMONSON,  ’30 
Editor-in-Chief 
LOUIS  A.  BRETTNER,  ’31 
Art  Editor 


ALF  MALMROS,  ’31 
Secretary 
Assistant  Editors 

P.  S.  DAVIS,  ’31  H.  T.  NEWHARD,  ’31 


HENRY  ROHRS,  '30 
Business  Manager 
WILLIAM  F.  POWELL,  ’30 
Circulation  Manager 


R.  C.  BENSON,  ’32 
J.  H.  HOLZSHU,  ’31 
L.  M.  BLOOM,  ’31 


C.  GIEGERICH,  ’32 

D.  D.  HENDLIN,  ’31 


J.  N.  DOW,  ’31 
E.  J.  JONES,  ’30 
A.  M.  McNEILL,  ’32 


EDITORIAL  BOARD 

W.  H.  SIMCOE,  ’32 

G.  SHOEMAKER,  ’31 

H.  T.  MOSES,  ’31 

ART  BOARD 

H.  BOOKER,  '32 
F.  R.  VEALE,  ’31 

MANAGERIAL  BOARD 

S.  FULLER,  ’31 
W.  SEEBURGER,  ’31 
S.  D.  ALLISON,  ’31 


W.  M.  EYSTER,  '32 
D.  MARKS,  JR.,  '32 
P.  L.  WEAVER,  ’30 


B.  W.  SAXTAN,  ’32 


H.  ANDREWS,  ’31 
R.  A.  STABLER,  ’31 
P.  E.  ALBERT,  ’31 


Faculty  Advisor — PROF.  R.  B.  COWIN 


Copyright,  1929,  by  The  Lehigh  Burr,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

Exclusive  reprint  rights  granted  to  CMlgoHujnOr  magazine. 

Issued  during  the  college  year  by  the  students  of  Lehigh  University  in  the  following 
months:  September,  October,  November,  December,  January,  February, 

March,  April,  May  and  June. 

Subscription,  Two  and  a Half  Dollars. 


The  Editor-in-Chief  is  responsible  for  the  editorial  work  and  policy.  The  Business,  Ad- 
vertising, and  Circulation  Managers  are  each  responsible  for  their  respective  departments. 
All  communications  should  be  addressed  to  the  respective  department  of  The  Lehigh  Burr, 
Bethlehem,  Pa.,  which  they  concern.  The  Lehigh  Burr  is  entered  at  the  Post  Office  at  Beth- 
lehem, Pa.,  as  second  class  matter. 

MEMBER  OF  THE  ASSOCIATION  OF  COLLEGE  COMICS  OF  THE  EAST. 
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VACATION  — 

Who  says  there  ain’t  no  Santa 
Claus?  Just  gettin’  a vacation, 
short  as  it  is,  oughta  be  some- 
thin’. Somebody  else  said  they 
didn’t  see  why  we  were  gettin’ 
a vacation  at  all,  ’cause  we  only 
came  back  from  one,  ’n  besides, 
we  never  do  any  work.  Wee 
Burro  is  out  gunnin’  for  that 
guy,  and  a horribly  mangled, 
bloody  body  may  be  found  any 
day  now.  What  if  the  dean 
should  hear  ’bout  such  a sug- 
gestion? Wee  Burro’s  afraid  he 
may  have  heard  “them  crool 
woids”  already,  and  is  even  now 
considering  no  vacation  for  all 
the  “students”.  Heaven  forbid, 
’s  all  we’ve  gotta  say! 


GIFTS  — 

After  a recent  survey  of  the 
campus,  Wee  Burro  has  its 
Christmas  list  ready  with  sug- 
gestions to  Santa  Claus  for  our 
illustrious  (bah!)  faculty. 

It  includes  a red  apple  for  ev- 
ery member  from  the  student 
body,  and  numerous  individual 
bequests,  including:  a high- 
powered  fog-horn  for  the  psy- 
chology department,  a jar  of 
moustache  wax  for  “Monsieur” 
John,  one  dozen  diplidoci  eggs 
for  Neil,  a new  cane  for  Russ, 
long  pants  (“slingers”)  for  Jack, 
and  a copy  of  “Kindergarten 
Life”  for  Charles. 

We  feel  sure  that  any  little 
thing,  no  matter  how  small  or 
insignificant,  will  be  held  in  high 
appreciation  by  the  faculty. 
Wrap  carefully  and  address 
plainly. 


With  all  the  excitement  and 
bustle  of  getting  ready  for  the 


Christmas  Holidays,  how  is  a 
person  expected  to  get  any  work 
done — let  alone  attending  class- 
es any  of  the  latter  part  of  this 
week.  And  yet  it  must  be  done. 
There  is  no  use  hopin’  men,  for 
the  generous  and  open-hearted 
profs  just  have  to  have  their 
say  in  the  Yuletide  Greetings! 
Amazing,  to  say  the  least,  all 
this  sudden  burst  of  generosity 
and  over- flowing  spirit  so  pro- 
nounced among  the  higher  spe- 
cies on  the  campus.  We  have 
had  quizzes  every  day  this  week, 
and  just  to  show  that  there  is 
no  hard  feelings,  on  a couple  of 
days,  we  had  two.  Just  goes  to 
show  what  Christmas  spirit  can 
do  to  a person,  and  what  a dead 
old  place  this  would  be  without 
that  expression  of  feeling.  Mer- 
ry Christmas  to  you,  gang — and 
yes,  even  to  those  who  were 
somewhat  early  in  their  little 
tokens  of  remembrances. 

WEE  BURRO 
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Merry  Ooch  says : — Most  girls  are  still  inclined 
to  believe  in  Santa  Claus. 

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!iiM 

Now,  children,  gather  ’round  for  Uncle  Andy’s 
bedtime  story.  Lucille,  take  that  gin  away  from 
little  Hubert,  he’s  had  enough.  Well,  as  I was  try- 
ing to  say,  in  the  hospital  during  the  big  war — 
no,  not  when  Aunt  Maggy  hit  me  with  the  kitchen 
sink — that  was  no  war,  that  was  a massacre.  Any 
way,  it  seems  that  there  were  no  playing  cards  in 
the  place,  so  we  got  fifty-two  nurses’  report  cards, 
shuffled  them  and  dealt  a hand  of  show-down — 
no,  you  little  brat,  not  strip  poker — I said  show- 
down. Well,  to  continue,  me  pal  had  three  cases 
of  gallstones  and  two  amputations,  and  I had  four 
castor  oils,  so  I got  the  pot.  Leonidas,  don’t  you 
dare  throw  that  bottle  at  Uncle — it’s  not  empty 
yet.  Now,  get  to  bed,  or  no  more  hot  toddys. 


SHE  WAS  ONLY  A NIGHTMARE,  BUT 
OH  WHAT  A RIDE! 

The  month  was  May,  the  night  was  fresh  and 
warm  in  its  youthfulness,  and  the  moon  was  full. 
I was  flitting  over  the  "wide  open  spaces  in  my 
“Transport  of  Joy,”  a big  twin-cylinder  rumble- 
seated  open  job.  Ah!  to  be  sure,  she  was  nestled 
beside  me  in  a nice,  warm,  cozy,  melting  sort  of 
way.  The  moon  shone  upon  her,  silhouetting  a 
face  more  divine  than  a cameo,  and  a figure  that 
was  ever  so  contoured.  A soothing,  balmy,  sen- 
suous breeze  blew  gently  past  us,  at  intervals 
wafting  the  delicate  tendrils  of  her  silky  brown 
hair  into  my  face.  Oh,  joy!  the  sweet  aroma 
that  drifted  in  precious  little  whiffs  to  me  was 
like  the  breath  of  new-mown  hay.  Precious  mo- 
ments, I was  swooning!  I became  weak,  and  my 
foot  slipped  limply  from  the  accelerater.  The 
“Transport  of  Joy,”  well-trained  auto  that  it  was, 
sought  a convenient  shaded  nook  and  parked  it- 
self. By  this  time  I was  nearly  unconscious.  I 
had  only  one  sense  left,  and  that  was  my  sense 
of  contact.  The  fragile  and  flower-like  creature 
beside  me  was  waxing  exceedingly  warm.  In  my 
unconscious  state  I responded.  The  evening  be- 
came more  lovely,  and  the  atmosphere  grew  more 
balmy  and  still  more  balmy.  The  radiator  of 
the  “Transport  of  Joy”  gurgled  in  sympathetic 
warmth,  and  the  motometer  due  to  its  tropical 
environment  rose  to  the  danger  line.  I snuggled 
there  in-  blissful  satisfaction,  when  suddenly  my 
little  partner  heaved  a deep,  deep  sigh.  Was  she 
registering  passion?  Or  was  she  on  the  point  of 
registering?  Was  I alarmed,  or  was  I overcome 
with  joy  at  such  a prospect?  Frankly,  I do  not 
know.  Let  it  happen  or  not,  I could  not  prevent 
it,  for  I was  unconscious,  weak,  and  defenseless. 
At  any  rate  I was  waiting  breathlessly. 

Ding!  Ding!  Ding!  Buzz!  Rattle!  Screech! 

I grabbed  her!  My  gawd!  My  delicious  little 
morsel  had  become  a round,  cold,  jigging,  jump- 
ing, jazzing  little  devil,  and  was  as  cold  as  ice.  If 
this  was  passion  I was  anxious  to  deny  any  con- 
nection with  it.  I ventured  to  open  my  eyes  and 
look  at  her,  when,  “What  Ho!”  it  was  morning 
and  I was  mercilessly  choking  the  daylights  out 
of  my  good  old  Big  Ben  alarm-clock. 

Whew!  She  was  only  a nightmare,  but  oh 
what  a ride! 
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At  a Spiritual  Orgy 

A woman,  overcome  with  the  spirits,  or  possess- 
ed with  the  devil,  threw  herself  on  the  floor,  dis- 
closing “her  garters  and  long  underwear???” 

The  indignant  spiritualist  turned  to  his  congre- 
gation, “Any  man  who  looks  at  that  woman  now 
will  be  struck  blind!” 

An  enthusiastic  young  blood  on  the  back  row: 
“I’ll  risk  one  eye.” 


Page  Prof  Hughes 

The  other  day  at  Rittersville  an  idiot  was  shown 
a picture  of  a fan  and  asked  what  it  was.  The 
idiot  didn’t  seem  to  know. 

“What  do  you  do  to  keep  cool  in  warm 
weather?”  asked  his  doctor. 

“Drink  beer,”  came  back  the  prompt  reply. 


4!IIIIIIIUIII!lllll!l!!l!llllll!!llllllllllllllllllllllllllll!l!llllllllllllllllll!lllilllllllM 


Just  a big  rubber-boot  and  gum-shoe  man 
from  the  Arctics. 


CHRISTMAS  PLAY 

(in  three  acts) 

Act  I,  Scene  1 (three  days  before  Christmas) 
Herman:  “Let’s  get  married.” 

Susie:  “0.  K.” 

Scene  2 — 

Herman:  “Think  we’ll  have  a good  Christmas?” 
Susie:  “Sure.  But  don’t  forget  the  old  Christ- 
mas spirit.” 

Herman:  “Oh,  I won’t.” 

Act  II,  Scene  1 (Christmas  Eve) 

Susie:  “Now  don’t  forget  the  Christmas 
spirit,  Hermie.” 

Hermie:  “Oh,  I won’t,  darling.” 

Scene  2 (Hermie  goes  out)  — 

Susie:  “Now  don’t  forget  that  good  old  Christ- 
mas spirit.” 

Hermie:  “Trust  me,  baby.” 

Act  III  — 

Susie:  “Well,  how  about  it?” 

Hermie:  “Oh,  I got  it  alright.  Three  quarts 
of  applejack,  right  here  in  my  pocket.” 


Marie  and  Bill  went  into  the  forest 
To  get  a Christmas  tree; 

The  sun  went  down,  the  moon  came  up, 
Oh,  Santa,  guide  Marie! 

Marie  and  Bill  before  the  fire, 

Like  lovers  of  the  nation, 

Dear  old  Santa  entered  the  room — 
Use  your  imagination. 


Crazy  guys  from  everywhere 
Fall  for  girls  with  golden  hair, 

Knocked  for  a loop  by  a baby  stare; 

Pretty  girls  from  that  land  of  sin 
Do  their  very  best  to  win 
Men  with  that  tooth-paste  grin; 

Girls  all  smile  when  Xmas  comes, 

Boys  all  write  their  dads  for  sums 
To  buy  gifts  for  these  awful  bums; 

Dads  are  now  most  awful  wise 

They’ve  learned  of  women  from  their  wives, 

Their  sons  spend  no  money  on  “goo  goo”  eyes. 
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THE  DEFEAT  OF  LAFAYETTE 

Let  me  tell  you  of  a football  game, 

On  November  twenty-third, — 

How  Lehigh  regained  its  fame, 

’Tis  the  greatest  ever  heard. 

The  stadium  was  filled  with  students, 
And  old  admirers  as  well, 

Whose  cheers  were  a help  to  our  team, 
As  that  wonderful  score  does  tell. 

The  Lafayette  team  came  on  in  Maroon, 
They  surely  were  a sight, 

And  looked  mighty  good  to  a fellow, 

But  give  us  our  own  Brown  and  White. 

The  whistle  was  blown,  the  game  began 
With  Tellier  carrying  the  ball, 

As  Maroon  jerseys  took  out  our  men 
He  ran  ten  yards  for  a fall. 

With  Davvy  plunging  the  line  so  hard 
The  first  quarter  wasn’t  a tie, 

The  score  was  seven  to  nothing, 

And  that  really  pleased  a guy. 

.1  ji! . , 

The  second  quarter  began  with  a bang; 

We  scored  a touchdown  great, 

The  score  was  thirteen  to  nothing, 

And  it  surely  wasn’t  fate. 


if  =biG  Loy  ava  \ hoi'.' 

bb  *t>Ae>Y.  YOU  COT  .3  TUWV-UWC.<i.; 


After  reading  a current  issue  of  the  “True  Story 
Magazine”,  we  realize  that  confession  is  good  for 
both  soul  and  pocketbook. 


Illlllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll!llllllllilllllllllllllll^ 

On  a downfield  march  by  Lafayette, 

They  scored  a touchdown,  too, 

But  also  missed  kicking  the  goal, 

Which  made  the  Maroon  feel  blue. 

The  first  half  was  soon  over, 

The  score  was  thirteen  to  six, 

With  Lehigh  having  the  edge, 

Lafayette  would  pull  some  tricks. 

The  Lafayette  stands  were  delighted 
When  Thompson  carried  the  ball, 

For  he,  too,  scored  a touchdown, 

But  Cook  didn’t  kick  the  goal. 

With  five  minutes  of  play  remaining 
Lafayette  had  the  ball, 

Cook  went  back  for  a placement 
And  looked  very  much  like  a goal. 

Although  the  ball  was  snapped  again 
They  missed  their  winning  kick, 

And  Lehigh  still  kept  the  favor 
Which  made  Lafayette  feel  sick. 

The  whistle  was  blown,  the  game  was  over, 
And  they  talk  about  it  yet, 

For  our  Brown  and  White  regained  its  fame 
By  the  defeat  of  Lafayette. 
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Didja  Ever? 

Didja  ever 

Get  all  worked  up 

About  your  Christmas  holiday 

On  account  of 

That  sweet  thing  back  home; 

An’  at  the  last  minute 
Your  old  man  told  ya 
That  ya  couldn’t  come  home, 

And  ya  felt  like  hittin’ 

The  first  person  ya  saw; 

An’  wrhen  the  big  day  came 
Ya  were  in  th’  dumps, 

But  in  the  last  mail 
A square,  flat  box  came  for  ya, 

An’  ya  thought 

Gee ! A box  o’  candy  from  the  babe, 
An’  th’  day  was  saved  after  all, 

So  ya  tore  the  cover  off, 

An’  ya  looked  in 
To  find 
That  it  was 

A book  on  Evolution  from  your  Aunt. 
Didja  ever? 


She  is  only  a taxi-driver’s  sweetheart,  but  gee, 
I’d  like  to  meter! 


Impatient  Brother:  “How  about  some  service?” 
Butcher:  “Is  no  one  waiting  on  you?” 

I.  B.:  “No.  Whataya  think  I am?  A station 
platform.  Come  on.  Two  pounds  of  liver.  I’m 
in  a hurry.” 

B.:  “Well,  get  out  of  it.” 

I.  B.:  “Come  on.  Hurry  up  with  that  liver.” 
B.:  “Well,  two  or  three  are  ahead  of  you.  You 
surely  don’t  wrant  your  liver  out  of  order.” 


Now  that  the  long  skirt  has  come  into  the 
vogue,  we’ll  have  to  pay  more  attention  to  the 
smaller  details  . . . ! 


Her  father  was  a lolly-pop  manufacturer,  and 
I was  an  all-day  sucker. 


“Mother,”  said  the  small  boy,  “do  they  have 
oil  refineries  in  heaven?” 

“No,  dear,”  replied  mother,  “it  requires  engi- 
neers to  build  oil  refineries.” 


“What’s  your  name?” 

“I’m  Percival  Smythe.” 

“I’m  Gladys  Zell.” 

“Well,  I’m  not.  I never  did  like  my  name.” 


Youth  Seeks  Love 

You  say  I’m  young — that  tender  years 
Are  suited  not  for  lover’s  tears  . . . 

You  say  that  Time  shall  soothe  the  pain, 

It  will,  if  Time  brings  you  again! 

What  matters  it,  that  I am  young? 

My  song  is  sweet,  ’though  still  unsung; 
My  arms  are  strong;  my  heart  is  true  . . . 
I lack  but  one  thing — that  is  you. 

But  if  these  things  do  not  suffice; 

If  with  them,  you,  I can’t  entice; 

Then  grant  me  just  this  one  redress: 

Your  sister’s  name  and  her  address ! 


Just  a Freshman  hanging  up  one  of  his  socks! 
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CHRISTMAS  PRESENT 


L.  M.  Bloom 


The  Gamma  Delta  Delta  house 
was  covered  by  a misty  curtain 
of  pre-Christmas  snow.  The  sun 
rays  flashing  down,  spattered 
and  broke  into  thousands  of 
gold,  silver,  platinum  and  steel 
bits  against  the  sparkling  sur- 
face of  its  ice-covered  front,  and 
the  air  was  filled  with  tiny  re- 
ports— weather  reports.  Sud- 
denly a new  sound  smote  the 
air,  and  tiny  birds  and  not-so- 
tiny  horses  scurried  to  cover  and 
flew  away  in  fright.  Dogs  and 
men  howled  in  consternation  at 
the  sound  of  Swede  Jensen’s 
crooning,  beautiful  fog-horn 
voice  braying  the  Indigo  Mon- 
day Blues: 

“I’ve  got  those  Indigo  Monday  Blues, 
Those  number  one  day  blues; 

I’m  achin’  and  tryin’  to  keep  from 
cryin’, 

I wish  you  were  in  my  shoes! 

I’ve  got  those  Indigo  Monday  Blues, 
Th’  wrackin’  an’  sobbin’  boo-hoos — 
1 wish  it  was  Tuesday,  ’cause  Tues- 
day's no  blues  day — 

I’ve  got  those  Indigo  Monday 
Bloo-hoos  I” 

As  his  vibrant  voice  whisper- 
ed the  last  line,  three  windows 
crashed  from  the  strain,  and 
Swede  ducked  the  shoes  and 
books  that  were  being  offered 
him  by  loving  comrades.  With 
a sigh  he  flopped  into  a chair — 
a Morris  chair  — and  opened  a 
letter  which  had  arrived  as  he 
broke  into  song.  He  assumed  a 
thoughtful  attitude  by  placing  a 
knuckle  in  one  ear,  a pipe  in  one 
mouth,  and  a thought  in  one 
brain.  He  was  thinking  of  his 
loved  one  who  was  far,  far  away ; 
far  away  (sing)  la  de  da,  far 
away,  la  de  da ; he  was  thinking 
of  his  lover  who  was  far,  far 
away. 

“Two  hundred  miles  away  and 
a hell  of  a fine  chance  to  see 
her!”  he  sighed;  and  then  as 
he  remembered  her  letter — Pat’s 
letter — he  read  aloud,  “I’ll  keep 


“For  fifty-seven  hours  I’ve  been  waiting 
for  you  to  say  that”.  . . she  started. 

the  little  things  in  my  heart  that 
remind  me  of  you;  the  moon  at 
house  party  (it  tasted  like  tur- 
pentine), the  piece  we  tore  off 
after  the  dance,  from  your  Tux 
collar — and  the  poem  you  wrote 
on  it — WHEN  shall  I ever  for- 
get it,  my  big  Swedeheart?  . . . 
she  must  love  me  when  she 
writes  stuff  like  that;  and  yet, 


absence  ain’t  what  it’s  cracked 
up  to  be,  and  familiarity  breeds 
contempt ; I hope  she’s  contempt 
with  me  as  is.  And  here  comes 
Christmas,  too.  Hello,  Christ- 
mas! What’s  a good  present? 
What’s  a good  present?  What’s 
a good  present,  past,  future,  pre- 
terite, subject,  noun  — gee,”  he 
exclaimed,  “Noun,  then  I think 
I’m  going  crazy !”  And  hoisting 
himself  out  of  his  Morris  chair, 
he  started  to  pack  his  bag. 

She  really  was  a nice  girl,  and 
no  fooling  (that  is,  not  much 
fooling)  and  Swede  was  deep  in 
the  throes  of  love  and  so  forth. 
The  so  forth  wasn’t  so  bad,  but 
the  love  had  him  down,  cut, 
bleeding,  and  senseless.  For 
Pat  was  one  girl  in  a million.  So 
were  the  other  999,999,  but  how 
was  he  to  know  that  in  his  con- 
dition? 

Suddenly  realizing  that  some 
of  Pat’s  letter  remained  unread, 
he  released  his  grip  on  the  socks 
that  he  had  been  cramming  into 
his  bag,  to  dash  back  to  his 
Abraham  — pardon  me — Isaac 
(I’ll  get/it  yet) — ah,  MORRIS! 
his  Morris  chair.  He  again  be- 
gan to  mumble. 

“Let’s  see  now ‘Swede- 

heart’  there  it  is ah. 

WHAT  TH’  HELL?  ‘Yes,  Swede, 
I shall  keep  those  memories,  but 
I must  give  you  back  your  pin  . . . 
and  your  picture  ; and  I must 
ask  you  to  forget  me,  because  I 
was  married  'last  nite.  You’re 
the  first  one  I’ve  told.  Jim  is  so 
sweet,  and  when  I saw  him  I 
realized  that  I’d  never  really 
been  in  love,  and  that  you  can 
never  be  anything  to  me  but  a 
big  Swede;  try  not  to  be  too 
angry  . . . ’ Well,  I’ll  be  dipt  in 
— FROSH ! Call  me  a Yellow !” 
and  he  started  to  pack  furiously, 
only  to  be  interrupted  by  a sten- 
torian shout  behind  him,  “All 


right  then,  you’re  a Yellow!” 
With  an  anguished  howl  he  bit 
off  a five-inch  piece  of  Gladstone 
bag  and  reached  for  a paddle. 

During  his  ride  home  for  the 
holidays,  poor  Swede  mumbled 
and  thought  many  things.  He 
swore  eternal  abstinence  from 
alT  women,  and  especially  women 
named  Pat.  He  planned  exquis- 
ite, fiendish  tortures  to  inflict  on 
her  if  ever  she  should  fall  into 
his  clutches;  he  was,  in  short, 
a villain  and  a desperate  charac- 
ter of  the  deepest  black  and  the 
first  water.  But  as  the  conduct- 
or playfully  rapped  him  on  the 
head  with  a ticket-punch,  he 
realized  that  such  actions  as  he 
had  planned  could  never  happen. 
Therefore,  why  not  be  nice  about 
the  affair  and  send  her  a present 
to  show  his  feelings  in  the  mat- 
ter? It  was  a grand  idea,  and 
he  grinned  appreciatively  at  his 
genius  as  he  stepped  from  the 
car  to  the  lofty  beauty  of  the 
smoke-filled,  dirty  Reading  Ter- 
minal. 

The  Reading  Terminal,  as  you 
probably  know,  but  don’t  care,  is 
a mere  rifle-shot  from  the  smart- 
est shops  in  Philadelphia;  and 
it  was  toward  these  shops  that 
the  big  Swede  plowed,  his  brow 
harrowed  by  lines  of  deep 
thought.  He  had  yet  to  decide 
on  a good  gift  for  the  newly- 
married  Pat,  and  as  he  turned 
in  at  the  most  likely-looking  of 
a row  of  stores,  he  was  still  in 
a fog  of  concentration. 

“Might  I help  you,  sir?”  sud- 
denly trilled  at  his  right  ear,  and 
Swede’s  fog  v/as  dispelled  by  the 
sight  that  met  his  eyes,  for 
standing  there  but  a mere  six 
inches  away  was  the  sweetest, 
most  breath-taking  face  and  fig- 
ure that  he  had  ever  seen  in  his 
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twenty-three  years.  She  was  an 
angel,  reasoned  he,  or  else  she 
never  would  have  been  so  per- 
fect. “Is  there  anything  special 
you’d  like  to  see?”  she  asked 
softly,  and  smiled  to  show  two 
absurd  little  dimples. 

Swede  gulped.  Swede  gulped 
again.  In  fact,  he  gulped  sev- 
eral times  before  answering  that 
she  was  special  enough  for  him. 
“No,  please  don’t  be  griped !”  he 
pleaded  as  her  eyes  turned  from 
a warm  deep-blue  to  an  icy  grey, 
and  he  plunged  into  an  explana- 
tion of  his  wants.  And  as  he 
told  her  why  he  needed  a wed- 
ding present  rather  than  a 
Christmas  gift,  her  eyes  again 
became  warm  and  blue,  and 
Swede  again  gulped. 

Two  hours  later,  he  walked 
out  of  the  store,  poorer  by  fifty 
dollars,  but  fabulously  rich  in 
the  knowledge  of  the  name,  ad- 
dress and  telephone  number  of 
his  store  angel,  to  say  nothing 
of  her  history.  He  knew,  for 
instance,  that  she  was  a co-ed 
employed  to  help  such  nit-wits 
as  he  to  spend  their  money  on 
gifts  that  would  be  appreciated 
by  their  recipients.  He  knew, 
too,  that  he  had  fallen  hopeless- 
ly in  love;  that  he  had  a date 
with  her  that  nite;  and  that  he 
was  undoubtedly  the  world’s 
luckiest  man. 

Fifty  hours  later,  Swede  Jen- 
sen hummed  a song  to  the  clear 
Christmas  Eve  air,  standing  out- 
side the  same  shop  whose  pro- 
prietors had  so  shamelessly 
charged  him  fifty  dollars  for  a 
few  doo-dads  and  a silver  span- 
gle. His  song  was  an  idiotic  dit- 
ty concerning  an  oyster  and  his 
son,  and  as  horses  shied  and  men 
looked  around  for  the  source  of 
the  noise,  he  finished,  “And  he 
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ducked  behind  a cracker,  just 

as 

the 
son 
went 
down !” 

“Is  there  something  special 
you  wish?”  asked  a voice  at  once 
full  of  laughter  and  caresses, 
and  he  again  beheld  his  store 
angel.  For  five  hours  he  revel- 
led in  her  presence  and  bathed 
in  the  light  of  her  smile  (oh, 
nothing  ungentlemanly,  you  un- 
derstand!), until  a clock  some- 
where in  the  distance  bonged 
twelve  times.  And  Swede  gulp- 
ed twelve  times.  He  gulped 
twelve  times  again  just  to  make 
sure  he  hadn’t  counted  wrongly, 
and  plunged  into  a declaration 
of  love  that  should  have  made 
the  angel  laugh,  but  didn’t. 
“Honey,  I’m  only  a big  Swede 
with  too  much  money,  and  I 
shouldn’t  even  hope  to  be  able 
to  propose  to  anyone  as  sweet 
as  you,  but  I’m  nuts  over  you, 
and  if  you  think  I’d  make  a good 
Christmas  present,  why  here 
I yam!” 

“For  fifty-seven  hours  I’ve 
been  waiting  for  you  to  say  that 
. . . . ” she  started,  but  the  sen- 
tence never  was  completed.  Lips 
at  such  a time  are  dreadfully  in- 
competent for  speech. 

Bright  and  early  on  Christmas 
morn,  Pat  received  her  wedding 
present.  It  was  a telegram, 
printed  on  a Christmas  form, 
and  she  probably  never  will  ful- 
ly understand  its  meaning.  It 
was  short,  not  so  sweet,  and  to 
the  point: 

MERRY  CHRISTMAS  STOP 
RECEIVED  YOUR  LETTER 
STOP  ME  TOO  STOP  NUTS. 

SWEDE. 

— Finis  — 
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Joe  breaks  down  and  confesses  that  he  and  Hel- 
en are  fast  friends  — in  fact,  she’s  the  fastest  friend 
he  has. 

Illlllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll 

What  It  Means  To  Be  Poor 

Millionaire  (to  son) : “Now  looka  here,  Egbert. 
You’ve  got  to  cut  out  this  foolish  running  around 
at  college.  It’s  just  breaking  your  mother’s  heart. 
Why,  you’re  just  selfish,  that’s  all.  Here  we  are 
at  home — scrimping  all  the  time  just  to  put  you 
through  school.  Your  sister  freezing  in  a last 
year’s  ermine,  and  your  poor  mother  with  only 
three  maids  and  two  cars.  And  here  I am  using 
lVk-inch  pencils  just  for  your  sake.  Now  you 
don’t  need  to  look  for  any  Christmas  at  all  this 
year.  You  don’t  need  to  expect  anything  beside 
the  racoon  and  the  sport  roadster. 


Her  father  was  only  an  engineer,  and  she  just 
didn’t  give  a damn . 


A young  married  couple  was  having  trouble 
keeping  a maid  in  their  country  home.  The  maid 
slept  there,  and  every  comfort  and  convenience 
to  make  the  domestic  satisfied  with  her  surround- 
ings was  supplied.  However,  the  maids  would 
leave  suddenly  and  without  any  explanation.  It 
seemed  quite  weird. 

The  fifth  maid  in  six  weeks  was  about  to  leave ; 
the  wife  urged  her  husband  to  question  “Nellie” 
and  find  a solution  to  the  mystery.  Going  to  the 
domestic’s  room  he  found  that  she  too  had  gone 
the  way  of  the  others.  However,  there  was  a 
note  upon  her  bed.  He  opened  it  and  read,  “I  can 
stand  the  suspence  no  longer.  Good-bye.” 

This  made  things  more  puzzling  than  ever. 
The  husband  turned  to  leave  the  room,  and  a 
placard  over  the  bed  met  his  eyes.  It  had  a Bib- 
lical quotation  which  read,  “Servant,  prepare  thy- 
self, for  thou  knowest  not  when  the  Master  com- 
eth  at  night.” 


Office  Manager:  “Would  you  take  advantage 
of  a real  live  opportunity?” 

Live  Wire:  “Sure,  bring  her  in.” 


“This  is  how  Jack  and  I decided  to  get  married. 

One  evening  Jack  stole  a kiss ” 

“And  you  sentenced  him  to  hard  labor  for  life 
for  such  a theft?” 


Iliillliilliiiiliiiiiliiiiiiiiiiiiiliilllliilllllliiiiiiiiiiiiiiiw 

::  y. 


“Say,  Chris,  don’t  you  think  we  could  get  this 
Christmas  rush  cleaned  up  quicker  if  you  got  some 
more  help?” 

“Oh,  no!  Yuletide  me  over.” 
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dpal  %W^  'befock 

“Oh,  Fagan!  Youse  oughtn’t  to  splurge  like 


this  on  Christmas.” 


One  day  last  July,  Doc  ran  across  his  old  friend 
Mac,  who  was  very  clamorously  clapping  his 
bread-hooks.  Said  Doc:  “What  the  Hell  are  you 
doing?” 

“Celebrating  the  4th,”  replied  the  Scotty. 


A Horsey  Xmas 

A poor  but  resourceful  papa  was  in  a quandary 
as  to  what  he  should  put  in  his  young  son’s  Xmas 
stocking.  However,  he  finally  solved  the  problem ; 
he  filled  the  stocking  with  “second-hand  horse 
feed.” 

Little  sonny,  on  dashing  into  the  room  on  Xmas 
morning,  began  to  shout  and  yell  with  glee : “Ma- 
ma ! Mama ! Lookie ! Lookie !” 

Mama:  “Oh  my!  What  did  Santa  bring  you?” 
Sonny:  “He  brought  me  a pony,  but  he  got 
away !” 


“Howerya  goin’  home?” 

“I’m  a big  shot.  I’m  going  on  ‘The  Bullet’.” 


A POEM 

‘‘Concerning  Not  Much  of  Anything’’  or 
“What  a College  Student  Thinks  About” 

I see  the  snow  upon  the  ground, 

Here  and  there  and  all  around; 

If  my  judgment  be  but  fair, 

I’d  say  it  is  most  everywhere. 
Vacation  time  is  almost  here, 

It  comes  the  same  time  every  year; 
And  if  the  series  be  unending, 

One  for  next  year  will  be  pending. 
Christmas  is  a holiday, 

Everyone  is  bright  and  gay; 

If  I be  included  in  everyone, 

’Twill  appear  I’ll  have  some  fun. 

Sleep,  eat  and  drink  the  long  day  thru, 
Just  like  all  the  others  do; 

Eat  and  drink  and  sleep  the  next, 

Nor  risk  a peep  at  any  text. 

Drink  and  sleep  and  eat  again, 

And  after  that  is  o’er,  then 
The  round  once  over  to  begin, 

Down  with  Eli’s  cotton  gin. 

Colder,  colder,  down  to  zero, 

To  stand  this  one  must  be  a hero. 

I find  in  all  this  stuff 
Alcoholic  content  not  enuf 
To  write  good  poetry  or  prose; 
What’s  more — my  radiator’s  froze. 


Cab:  “What’s  the  Scotch  cure  for  sea-sickness?” 
Bee:  “Hold  a sixpence  in  your  teeth.” 
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A FLAPPER 


A flapper  is  one  who  bobs  her  hair,  powders  her 
nose,  and  says  to  herself,  “Clothes,  1 am  going  down 
town;  if  you  want  to  go  along,  hang  on.” 


’Twas  the  night  before  Xmas, 
And  all  through  the  night 

Some  maiden  was  walking, — 
He  didn’t  do  right. 

The  clock  in  the  steeple 
Tolled  half-past  two; 

Her  feet  were  all  weary, — 
She’d  worn  through  a shoe. 

She  was  bound  she’d  be  good 
So  near  Xmas  Day, 

Although  she  must  walk 
She’d  have  it  her  way. 

She  thought  sugar  daddies 
Were  like  good  old  Nick, 

But  some  sugar  daddy 
Tried  to  pull  a fast  trick. 

So  on  through  the  night 
She  must  ever  roam, 

Though  this  was  the  first  time 
She’d  ever  walked  home. 


Modern  moralists  madly  cry 
Against  the  artist  model  brood; 
They  think  girls  should  better  die 
Than  be  pictured  in  the  nude. 

They’re  quite  wrong — to  some  degree, 
Some  girls  are  pure,  some  tainted; 
But  I think  you  will  agree, 

They’re  not  as  bad  as  painted. 


Sweet  Young  Thing  (in  a student  book  shop) : 
“Have  you  Moore’s  Poems?” 

Bookseller:  “I  think  so,  I’ll  look.  By  the  way, 
here’s  a fine  new  story  just  out.  It’s  called,  ‘Just 

One  Kiss,’  and ” 

S.  Y.  T. : “I  want  Moore.” 


. . . And  if  Rudy  Vallee  should  get  insomnia, 
what  would  happen  to  all  those  girls-of-his- 
dreams  . . . ? 


Right  after  daybreak 
She  was  rewarded  well, 

She  went  to  her  father 
Her  story  to  tell. 

That  same  day  she  married 
With  parent’s  consent, 

’Bout  two  million  dollars 

And  a handsome  young  gent. 

With  the  proper  inducement 
Her  old  Nick  did  right, — 

She  was  always  glad 

She  was  out  most  that  night. 


Young  Suitor  (handing  the  kid  brother  a nick- 
el) : “Tell  me  how  many  boys  have  seen  your  sis- 
ter this  week?” 

Kid  Brother:  “Four.” 

Y.  S. : “Does  that  include  me?” 

K.  B.:  “No,  I heard  Sis  say  that  you  didn't 
count.” 
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“What  is  the  age  limit  for  sailors?” 
“A  sailor  at  any  age  is  the  limit!” 


Too  Conspicuous 

Clerk:  “You  wish  a birthday  gift  for  your 
daughter?  How  about  a dainty  garter  purse?” 
Father:  “No;  it  would  be  unwise  for  her  to 
carry  her  money  in  plain  sight.” 


Where  was  the  first  Christmas,  and  why? 

It  was  the  invention  of  some  college  students 
in  Egypt,  who  used  it  as  an  excuse  for  a vacation. 


llll!lllllllll!ll!llllllllllllllll!llllllll!l!lll!llllll!llllllllllllll!lllllll||l!lllllinill!llll!ll!IIIIIIM 


Grandmother  says,  when  she  was  young, 
A girl  was  nice  and  prim ; 

She  knew  when  not  to  use  her  tongue, 
And  couldn’t  drive  or  swim. 


“I  u-u-u-us-used  to  stu-stu-stut-stutter  a He- 
He-He — an  awful  1-lot,  b-b-but  I to-took  Dr.  Ter- 
ry Bull’s  co-co-co-cor-correspondence  c-c-course 
and  n-now  I d-d-do-don’t  st-st-st-stut-st-stutter 
at  all. 

iiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiiiiira 


The  modern  girl  is  much  more  free, 
She  acts  the  way  she  feels; 

But  a thing  in  common  I can  see, 
They  both  love  spinning  wheels. 


Bill  (offering  a friend  a drink  of  some  home- 
brew) : “It’s  good  stuff.  Why,  the  other  day  I 
drank  three  gallons  and  didn’t  even  stagger.” 
Friend:  “What,  three  gallons  and  you  didn’t 
stagger !” 

Bill:  “I  couldn’t  even  move.” 


Ginger:  “Now  that  the  girls  are  wearing  stock- 
ings, where  do  they  carry  their  money?” 

Ale:  “Why,  don’t  you  know  that  the  safe  of 
our  modern  maiden  is  her  ‘teddies’?” 

Ginger:  “Be  too  bad  if  she  lost  the  ‘combina- 
tion,’ wouldn’t  it?” 


Stop  here  and  mourn  for  autoist  Ridge. 
He  turned  to  look  at  a girl  on  the  bridge. 
(A  cop  saw  him.) 


“Out  of  my  way,  wretch — I’m  riding  to  the  hounds.” 
“Give  us  a lift — I’m  going  to  the  dogs  myself.” 


22 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


“The  Idylls  of  Joe  Vacation” 

Vacation  time  is  here  at  last — 
Drag  anchor  then; 

Leave  every  book  behind, 

Nor  even  prepare 
For  that  eight  o’clock 
On  the  morning 
That  you  get  back, 

For  who  knows 

You  might  never  get  back, 

And  all  that  work 
Would  be  utterly  wasted, 

To  say  nothing 
Of  the  appearance 
It  might  give  to  others 
That  you  really  are 
A course-crabber, 

While  at  heart 
And  in  your  grades 
You  are  surely 
An  average  student, 

Or  less. 

But  who  cares, 

For  when 

The  train  pulls  out 
Other  people 
Might  take  you 
For  a pauper 
Or  a millionaire 


Former  Animal  Trainer:  “Help  give  the  sick  and 
poor  a Merry  Xmas.  Buy  a seal.” 


THArtK  GAWP  IT'J  HOLL // 

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII1IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIM 

Of  the  intelligensia, 

Or  only  a Tau  Bete. 

Even  though 

Your  room-mates  took 

All  your  flashy  ties 

And  you  must  wear 

The  one  you  got 

From  Grandma  last  Christmas; 

And  though  it  looks 

Like  — well, 

Like  Grandma’s  choice, 

You  are  supremely  happy; 

As  the  Greeks  would  say, 

You  do  not  care 
An  IOTA, 

For  you’re  going  home 
To  put  your  feet 
Under  Dad’s  table, 

And  at  least  you  know 
You’ll  have  good  eats 
If  nothing  else, 

Besides  nothing  to  do 
But  sleep  and  sleep, 

And  play  all  day 
With  your  little  brother’s 
Electric  train. 

MERRY  CHRISTMAS,  EVERYBODY. 
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IT’S  ALL  IN  A DOG’S  LIFE 

“Howdy,  Brownie,”  barked  Smoke  as  he  bumped 
into  him  coming  ai*ound  the  corner  of  the  library, 
“How’s  tricks?” 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  you,  Smokey,  I just  walked  out 
on  Harry  Fretz  down  there  lecturing  in  geology. 
His  jokes  are  no  good  at  all  any  more.  What  were 
you  doing — been  up  to  “Analyt”  class  lately?” 

“Naw,”  barked  Smoke,  “some  guy  took  me  along 
to  Hydraulic  Lab  this  morning  and  gave  me  an 
awful  ducking.  You  know  some  of  these  students 
give  me  an  awful  pain  in  the  tail.  They  never 
take  anything  seriously.  The  college  seems  to  be 
going  to  the  dogs.” 

“Gee!  That’s  a good  one,”  Brownie  said  with  a 
wag  of  his  tail  to  emphasize  pleasure,  and  led  the 
way  across  the  campus.  Both  stopped  once  or 
twice  to  talk  to  a couple  of  students  and  then 
tore  after  a Fox  terrier  they  saw  down  by  the 
Physics  Building. 

Miss  Fox  (so  far  nameless  on  the  campus)  flip- 
pantly walked  past  the  two  heroes,  seemingly 
without  noticing  either.  But  a slight  twingle  in 
her  eye  made  Brownie  follow  her  and  start  up  a 
little  conversation  in  the  form  of  nose-rubbing. 
Brownie  would  have  again  started  one  of  his 
usual  rampages  with  such  a pick-up,  but  Smoke 
dragged  him  away  and  they  started  up  the  camp- 
us together. 

“Say,  kid,”  barked  Smoke,  “take  my  advice  and 
keep  away  from  those  strange  dames.  You  know 
that  girl  I met  during  house  party?  — Well,  I 
travelled  around  with  her  quite  a bit  and  took 
her  to  the  game,  Saturday.  I thought  she  was 
a queen — especially  when  we  had  that  little  chase 
out  on  the  field  and  all  the  crowd  cheered  us  when 
we  played  around  the  football  team.  That  night, 
I took  her  to  the  Prom,  and  what  a willing  little 
friend  she  was ! — so  submissive ! But  I haven’t 
seen  her  since,  and  here  it  is  — Christmas  vaca- 
tion in  about  two  days.  I don’t  feel  like  going 
home  if  she  isn’t  going  to  be  there.  She  told  me 
she  was  going  to  Vassar,  but  then  a dog  can’t 
write  a letter  and  find  out,  can  he?” 

“No,  Smoke.  You’re  right.  The  girls  never 
come  back.  They  don’t  remember.  They  — now 
isn’t  that  funny  — I believe  that  is  her  over 
there  now.” 

“Well,  I’ll  be  a son-of-a-gun.  Sure,  that’s  the 
one  — look,  she’s  waving  to  me.  Come  on,  let’s 
see  her.” 

“Hello,  Smoke  and  Brownie,”  she  barked  un- 


Joe,  Mr.  Rounder,  says:  — “When  in  Rome, 
do  plenty.” 

(iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiM 

concernedly,  as  is  the  way  of  the  modern  flapper, 
“where  have  you  been  keeping  yourselves?” 

“Oh,  we’ve  been  around  school  with  the  fellows. 
How  are  you?”  answered  Smoke  for  both  of  them. 

“Oh,  I’m  0.  K.  Only  — ,”  she  hesitated,  and 
nodding  to  Brownie,  “could  you  go  away,  please 
— I want  to  talk  to  Smoke  in  private  for  just  a 
minute.  It’s  awful  important.” 

“Sure.  I’ll  be  on  my  way,”  congenially  barked 
Brownie. 

“Now  then,  kid,  what’s  bothering  your  little 
head?”  asked  Smoke. 

“I  can’t  tell  you  here,  exactly,  — let’s  walk. 
Smoke,  you  know  I’m  awfully  worried.” 

“What’s  on  your  mind — it’s  not  lessons,  is  it — 
money?” 
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“Oh,  no,”  she  answered  meekly,  “I’m  about — 

that  is — I’m  going  to — I mean — I haven’t ah, 

you  know,  don’t  you?” 

“Well,  not  exactly.  What  are  you  driving  at?” 
“Well,  we — I mean — I’m  going  to — you  know 
— don’t  you  understand,  Smoke?” 

“O-oo-hh,  yeah.  But,  but  are  you  sure?”  end- 
ed Smoke. 

“Of  course,  dear, — it’s  too  late  now.  But  what 
can  I do?  And  what  will  my  father  say  if  he 
knew?” 

“Must  he  know?” 

“Well,  he  will  know  in  time.” 

“All  right.  I’ll  get  it  fixed  up.  My  check  will 
be  here  in  a couple  of  days.” 

She  started  to  cry,  and  Smoke,  not  caring  much 
for  women’s  crying,  started  slowly  off. 

“Call  me  up  after  Christmas,  baby.  I’ll  have 
plenty  of  money  then.” 

He  wandered  over  to  Brownie.  “Let’s  eat — 
what  do  you  say — the  Kappa  Psi  house,  to-day  ?” 
“0.  K.,”  barked  Brownie  as  they  dashed  off 
together. 


Illllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllillllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllilllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll 


“Whither  away,  John?” 
“The  hell  I will!” 


B.  V.  D. : “What  do  you  think  of  the  Union?” 
Seal  Pane:  “The  Union  Suits  Me!” 


Illllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllli 


A dictionary  will  tell  you  what  a female  is,  but 
it’s  more  interesting  to  find  out  for  yourself! 


Ain’t  It  the  Truth? 

Although  some  of  those  girls  we  had  at  that 
now  famous  Lehigh-Lafayette  game  were  (admit- 
tedly) bad  cooks,  didn’t  they  make  awfully  cute 
“stews”  that  night  . . . ? 


Prohibitionist:  “If  all  the  speakeasiers  were  at 
the  bottom  of  the  sea,  what  would  be  the  result?” 
Drunk:  “A  hell  of  a lot  of  people  drowned.” 
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HOLIDAY  PASTIME 


ON  THE  STAGE 

“The  Street  Singer”  (Shubert) 

Queenie  Smith,  of  “Tip-Toes”  fame,  is  most  of 
the  show  here.  The  plot  is  about  a gentleman  in 
Paris  society  who  in  three  months  tries  to  change 
Suzette,  the  leading  lady,  from  a common  street 
singer  into  his  ideal  wife.  He  succeeds,  but  Miss 
Smith  lets  love  get  the  better  of  her. 

Nell  Kelly  and  Harry  K.  Morton  make  a fine 
dancing  team. 

It  has  a chorus  that  can  dance,  but  which  could 
be  improved  in  looks. 

See  it  for  a good  musical  comedy. 

“Gambling”  (Fulton) 

George  M.  Cohen  takes  the  leading  role  in  his 
own  presentation  of  his  own  play;  something  to 
be  proud  of  even  if  it  weren’t  a great  show. 

Mr.  Cohen,  whose  last  New  York  appearance 
was  in  “The  Merry  Malones,”  gave  up  clog-dan- 
cing to  show  the  public  what  real  acting  is,  and 
he  sure  is  doing  that  six  evenings  and  two  after- 
noons every  week. 

Although  this  great  stage  star  is  no  S.  S.  Van- 
Dine,  he  has  a comedy-drama  here  that  will  keep 
you  guessing  and  amused  every  minute  the  cur- 
tain is  up.  A trick  with  telephones,  lights  and 
darkness  adds  to  the  suspense. 

The  outstanding  actress  of  “Gambling”  is  Mary 
Philips,  who  deserves  every  bit  of  the  applause 
that  she  gets. 

If  curtain  calls  mean  anything,  and  they  do,  you 
won’t  see  a better  play  on  Broadway  for  some 
time  to  come. 

“The  Little  Show”  (Music  Box) 

“The  Little  Show”  is  just  a little  show,  and 
not  much  more.  Fred  Allen,  the  comedian,  and 
Libby  Holman’s  voice  are  the  only  impressive 
things  in  it. 

The  majority  of  the  singing  is  poor.  Helen 
Lynd  tries  to  do  Helen  Kane’s  baby  talk,  but 
she  fails. 

The  chorus  is  good. 

We  don’t  think  it  is  worth  the  time  and  money, 
but  then  we  always  have  been  somewhat  preju- 
diced about  revues. 


“Follow  Thru”  (46th  Street) 

The  next  time  you  are  in  New  York,  get  your- 
self a seat  in  the  front  row  center  for  that  suc- 
cessful musical  comedy,  “Follow  Thru.”  It  is  a 
little  slice  about  golf,  but  even  if  you  have  never 
played  the  game,  you  will  enjoy  its  thrills,  funs 
and  diversion  beyond  expectation. 

You  will  love  that  irresistible  Dorothy  McNul- 
ty singing  Helen  Kane’s  “Button  Up  Your  Over- 
coat” and  “I  Want  To  Be  Bad.”  What  she  lacks 
in  cunning  noises  she  makes  up  in  other  ways, 
and  how! 

Among  the  cast  is  Don  Tomkins,  the  young  star 
who  lost  himself  in  a racoon  coat  in  “Good  News,” 
and  Margaret  Lee,  that  comedienne  who  jumped 
thru  the  window  and  hid  under  the  bed  in  the 
same  production;  they  make  a good  team. 

The  scene  in  the  ladies’  dressing-room  at  the 
Bound  Brook  Country  Club  will  give  you  a laugh 
that’s  worth  half  the  value  printed  on  your  ticket. 

The  chorus  is  pretty  and  snappy. 

See  this  one  by  all  means. 

“Let  Us  Be  Gay”  (Little  Theatre) 

Rachel  Crothers  is  to  be  congratulated  on  writ- 
ing this  clever  comedy. 

Kitty  Brown,  played  by  Francine  Larrimore,  a 
sweet  personage  of  the  footlights,  gets  a divorce 
from  her  husband,  Bob.  Her  power  over  the  male 
sex  results,  three  years  later,  in  a certain  Mrs. 
Boucicault  inviting  her  to  spend  a week-end  at 
the  latter’s  place  in  West  Chester.  Kitty’s  task 
is  to  allure  the  lover  of  Mrs.  Boucicault’s  grand- 
daughter, Dierdre,  away  from  the  young  girl. 
This  lover  happens  to  be  Bob.  It  is  written  as 
only  a woman  could  write  it. 

Much  amusement  is  afforded  the  audience,  par- 
ticularly due  to  the  fact  that  the  players  have 
been  so  well  selected  for  the  parts. 

Get  to  this  even  if  you  don’t  have  the  price  of 
admission. 

“Tanned  Legs” 

This  is  a good  musical  comedy  talkie  taken  on 
the  California  beach  in  the  sunny  South.  Ann 
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Pennington  and  Arthur  Lake  take  leads,  and  the 
rest  of  the  players  are  exceptional. 

It  is  different  from  that  tiresome  run  of  musi- 
cal talkies  that  we  have  been  seeing,  and  is  really 
better  than  if  it  had  been  staged. 


ON  THE  SCREEN 

“The  River” 

Charles  Farrell  and  Mary  Duncan  are  more  or 
less  (mostly  more)  alone  in  a deserted  dam- 
building village  from  the  fall  of  one  year  to  the 
spring  of  the  next.  Surprisingly,  nothing  of  im- 
portance happens.  Charley  is  a bashful  boy,  and 
Mary  takes  too  much  pity  on  him. 

The  cast  is  limited  to  five  people,  and  a crow 
that  gets  photographed  about  as  much  as  the 
stars. 

There  are  a few  beautiful  scenes  to  help  pass 
the  time  away,  that  is,  if  you  like  scenery. 

We’re  afraid  this  one  is  a little  too  slow-moving 
to  warrant  your  writing  home  about  it. 

A small  portion  of  the  movie  is  talkie. 

“June  Moon”  (Broadhurst) 

It  seems  as  though  a fellow  leaves  the  General 
Electric  in  Schenectady  and  comes  to  New  York 
to  write  lyrics.  He  plays  the  part  of  a small-town 
hick;  he  fortunately  writes  a hit,  “June  Moon”; 
he  falls  in  love  with  one  girl;  and  he  is  about  to 
marry  a gold-digger.  If  we  tell  you  any  more,  it 
would  spoil  it. 

Can’t  give  this  much  more  than  a second. 


“Speaking  from  an  intellectual  standpoint — ” 
“Wait  a minute,  big  boy,  you’re  no  ventriloquist!” 


“No,  I can’t  spare  a dime  for  coffee.  Why  don’t 


you  go  out  and  get  a job?” 

“Well,  you  see,  I graduated  from  Lafayette  and—” 
“Too  bad!  Too  bad!  Here’s  a quarter.” 

IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIM 

Christmas  Suggestions  About  the  Campus 

Some  signs  for  the  Supervising  Architect, 

An  electric  switch  for  the  Committee  on  Discipline, 
A new  cane  for  the  President, 

Some  white  posts  for  the  Supervising  Architect, 
A good  job  for  each  Senior, 

A new  joke-book  for  the  Dean, 

Lots  of  iron  cable,  chains,  fence  for  Mr.  Litzen- 
berger, 

A windshield-wiper  for  the  cop’s  motorcycle, 

More  red  tags  for  the  cop  (the  fresh  cop, we  mean) , 
Some  bright  shiny  locks  and  keys  for  Mr.  Litzen- 
berger, 

A new  horse  and  wagon  for  the  campus  ash  man, 
Talkies  for  the  Chapel, 

— And  for  our  Supervising  Architect,  a carload  of 
new  signs,  white  posts,  iron  cable,  chains,  nice  and 
shiny  locks  and  keys,  and — and — sh-h-h,  a pice  big 
Mamma  dollie,  the  kind  that  cries, — you  know. 


THE  LEHIGH  BURR 


27 


ESTABLISHED  1818 


MADISON  AVENUE  COR.  FORTY-FOURTH  STREET 
NEW  YORK 


Christmas  Suggestions : 

Trunks,  Bags,  Travelling  Coats  and  Rugs 
Dressing  Cases,  Razor  Sets 
Pocketbooks,  Stud  Boxes,  Cigarette  Cases 
Umbrellas  and  Walking  Sticks 
Mufflers,  House  Gowns  and  Jackets 
English  Pipes  and  Pouches 

“Christinas  Suggestions"  and  Illustrated 
Circular  on  Request 

BRANCH  STORES 
BOSTON 

Newbury  corner  of  Berkeley  Street 

NEWPORT  PALM  BEACH 


A young  man,  who  had  just  been  blessed  with 
twins,  rushed  into  a telegraph  office  to  break  the 
good  news  to  his  parents  who  lived  in  a distant 
city.  In  his  haste  to  get  the  good  news  on  the 
wire  he  wrote:  “Twins  to-day;  more  to-morrow.” 


Druggist:  “How’s  come  Mac  uses  so  much  tooth 
paste?” 

Cowboy:  “He  scrubs  his  teeth  with  it,  wipes 
the  lather  off  his  mouth,  shaves  with  it,  and  then 
uses  it  to  wash  his  hands  and  face.” 


From  reading  ads  I shall  cease, 
From  me  they  get  no  praise; 
For  I ate  three  cakes  of  yeast, 
And  still  I got  no  raise. 


Stop  here  and  mourn  for  Anthony  Aife; 

Death  for  him  is  better; 

He  came  home  from  work,  kissed  his  wife 
And  started  to  dictate  a letter. 


Prof.:  “Can  anyone  in  the  class  explain  in  a 
few  words  the  difference  between  a fan  and  a 
blower  ?” 

Stewed  Stude : “Thash  eashy.  Before  the  game 
you’re  a fan,  and  afterwardsh  you’re  a blower.” 


“Have  you  seen  Jack  lately?” 

“I  saw  him  about  ten  minutes  ago  down  at  the 
Maennerchor  lying  on  the  floor  making  plans  for 
Christmas  vacation.” 
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KOCH  BROTHERS 

ALLENTOWN’S  LEADING  CLOTHIERS 

Speaking  of  long  skirts,  the  modern  girl  will 
now  show  no  visible  means  of  support.  . . . 

CENTRE  SQUARE 

We  strive  constantly  to 

After  reading  a current  issue  of  True  Story 
Magazine,  we  realize  that  confession  is  good  for 

present  the  sort  of 

both  soul  and  pocketbook. 

APPAREL  for  YOUNG  MEN 

There  are  two  classes  of  students:  industrious 

that  is  in  complete  harmony 

students  and  the  majority. 

with  the  refined  tastes 

of  the  well-bred 

“How’d  you  get  that  weigh?”  asked  the  honest- 
weight  scale,  as  the  butcher  added  his  elbow  for 

UNIVERSITY  MAN 

good  measure  . . . ! 

Exclusive  Distributors  for 

HICKEY-FREEMAN  FASHION  PARK  DOBBS  HATS 

KUPPENHEIMER  ADLER-ROCHESTER 

MANHATTAN  SHIRTS 

One  might  call  Second  Street  the  “Broadway” 
of  Bethlehem. 

Nowadays,  what  is  not  worth  saying  is  sung. 

— (Jester) 


“Waiter,  here’s  fifty  cents  for  you.” 

“Yes,  sir.  You  want  to  reserve  a table?” 

“No.  But  in  a few  minutes  I’ll  come  in  with 
two  ladies,  and  I want  you  to  tell  us  that  every 
table  is  engaged.” — (Texas  Ranger) 


“Does  my  gown  look  as  though  it  were  falling 
off  my  shoulder?” 

“Naw,  let’s  dance.” 

“I’m  sorry,  but  I must  go  and  re-arrange  it. 
It’s  supposed  to  look  that  way.” 

— (Pitt  Panther) 


HOTEL  BETHLEHEM 

FIREPROOF 

Offers  Lehigh  Students’ 
friends  and  families 
hotel  accommodations  equal  to  that 
found  in  the  largest  cities 

Our  facilities  are  the  best  for  class  and  fra- 
ternity dinners,  banquets,  etc. 


BETHLEHEM  FOUNDRY  AND 
MACHINE  COMPANY 

General  Founders  and  Machinists 

CHEMICAL  PLANT  EQUIPMENT 
CEMENT  MILL  MACHINERY 
•’WEDGE”  ROASTING  FURNACES 


Bethlehem,  Penna. 
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Penn  Man  (to  Co-ed) : “I  like  you  because  I’m 
different.” — (Punch  Bowl) 


Noise:  “Knock,  knock,  knock.” 

Pope:  “Who  it  is?” 

Pope’s  Chamberlain  (bit  griped,  for  having  to 
wake  his  master  every  morning) : “Eight  o’clock, 
sir,  and  all  is  fair.” 

Pope:  “The  Lord  and  I know  it,  you  may  go.” 
P.  C. : “You  and  the  Lord  are  two  wise  guys — 
it  is  four  o’clock  and  raining  like  hell.” 

— (Belle  Hop) 


“Were  you  ever  completely  down  and  out?” 
“No,  but  there  was  once  I would  have  given  a 
thousand  to  be  that  way.” 

“Quit  your  kidding.  How  could  that  be?” 
“My  plane  went  into  a tail  spin  at  one  thous- 
and feet.” — (Ollapod) 


SandersReinhardt 

Co..Inc. 

Photo  - Engravers 


T'H OUGHT,  SKILL  AND 
1 CRAFTSMANSHIP  OF 
A HIGH  ORDER  ARE  DE- 
i VOTED  TO  THE  MAKING 
OF  OUR  PRINTING  PLATES. 


7 11  oCinaort  Street 
SSeff  Phone- 2^593 


sVLJyBN  TOW  N,  PENN  A. 


Morns  G.  Snyder 

DISTINCTIVE 
MERCHANT  TAILORING 


BROAD  AND  NEW  STREETS 

BETHLEHEM,  PA. 


Always  First  with  the  Latest! 

NEW  RECORDS  EVERY  FRIDAY 

VICTOR  COLUMBIA  BRUNSWICK 

Hear  the  latest  releases  here  — in 
comfortable,  ventilated  hearing  rooms. 

“DEALERS  IN  HAPPINESS” 

PHILLIPS  MUSIC  STORE 

24  EAST  THIRD  STREET 

Sole  Agents  for  Mason  & Hamlin,  Chickering,  Knabe,  Fischer,  Ampico. 


Sad  Sonata 

He  made  a run  around  the  end, 

Was  tackled  from  the  rear; 

The  right  guard  sat  upon  his  neck, 

The  fullback  on  his  ear. 

The  center  sat  upon  his  back, 

Two  ends  upon  his  chest, 

The  quarter  and  the  halfback  then 
Sat  down  on  him  to  rest. 

The  left  guard  sat  upon  his  head, 

Two  tacklers  on  his  face, 

The  coroner  was  then  called  in 

To  sit  upon  his  case.  — (Pelican) 


Inebriated  One:  “Lishen,  Doc,  I must  have 
some  medishun  for  the  wife.” 

Doc:  “But  I’m  not  a physician,  I’m  a veteri- 
narian.” 

Inebriated  One:  “Thash  all  right,  Doc,  you  can 
fix  her  up.  She’s  just  a li’l  hoarse.” — (Cajoler) 
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The  College  Sweetheart 

Uptljlplfpm  Gilnhr 
States 

At  nineteen  first  she  tries  her  wiles 
And  snares  the  boys  with  passing  guiles — 
Risque. 

At  twenty-one,  sophisticate, 

Herself  alone  she  does  not  hate — 

Blase. 

At  twenty-nine  downhill  she  goes, 

No  longer  chased  by  eager  beaux — 

Passe. 

— (Yale  Record) 

A REAL 
HOME 

NEWSPAPER 

Jim:  “What  do  you  mean  by  kicking  my  dog? 
He  don’t  even  bite.” 

Jack:  “Yes,  but  I thought  he  was  going  to  kick 
me.  He  raised  his  leg.” — (Rammer-Jammer) 

Drunk  (lying  on  the  side-walk) : ‘Til  climb 
this  wall  if  it  takes  me  all  night.” — (Bison) 


He  (offering  flask):  “Have  a drink?” 

She:  “Why,  I never  drink  from  a flask.” 

He:  “What  do  you  expect  me  to  do,  carry  a 
jug?”— (Red  Cat) 


AMERICUS  HOTEL 

Sixth  and  Hamilton  Streets,  Allentown,  Pa. 

LARGEST  AND  NEWEST  HOTEL 
IN  THE  LEHIGH  VALLEY 

325  ROOMS  - 325  BATHS 

Large  Main  Dining  Room,  Grille,  Moderate-Priced  Cafeteria, 
Private  Dining  Rooms,  and  Large  Ball  Room. 

Saturday  Night  Dances  - Rainbow  Room 

E.  D.  FOWLER,  Manager 


THE  MEALEY  AUDITORIUM 

ALLENTOWN,  PA. 

“Are  you  John  A.  VanDorkey?”  asked  the 
young  man  beside  the  cloak-rack. 

“No,”  was  the  surprised  reply. 

“Well,  I am,”  came  the  frosty  reply,  “and  that 

DANCING  EVERY 
Tuesday  - Thursday  - Saturday 

is  his  slicker  you  are  putting  on.” — (Ranger) 
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“Then  you  are  an  agnostic?” 
“I  never  said  so.” 

“No;  but  you  said  you  only 
believed  what  you  could  under- 
stand.”— (Ollapod) 


A parasite  is  a person  who 
goes  through  a revolving  door 
without  pushing.- (Yale  Record) 


“So  your  son  got  his  B.  A. 
and  M.  A.?” 

“Yes,  indeed,  but  his  PA  still 
supports  him.” 

— (Reserve  Red  Cat) 


FRANK  BROTHERS 

RfthAvemic  Bool  Shop 
Between  -471b  n nil  184  Streets.  New  Vfcrk 

Footwear  of  recognized 
quality  and  economy — 
in  styles  to  meet  the 
most  exacting  demands 
of  modern  college  men. 


Old  Gentleman  (angrily  to  a 
beggar) : “You  had  better  ask 
for  manners  rather  than  money.” 
Beggar:  “I  merely  asked  for 
what  I thought  you  had  the 
most  of.” — (Longhorn  Ranger) 


Exhibit  Shops: 


CHICAGO 


WASHINGTON 


Peoples  Trust  and 
Savings  Bank 
Building 


Woodward  Building 
opposite 

Shoreham  Hotel 


ST.  LOUIS 


NEW  HAVEN 


Arcade  Building 


Hotel  Taft 


PITTSBURGH 
Jenkins  Arcade 


CAMBRIDGE 
Abbott  Building 


“How’re  your  rushing  pros- 
pects?” 

“Great!  A Cadillac,  three  fur 
coats,  and  two  heavy  allow- 
ances.”— (Red  Cat) 


First:  “Use  Standish  in  a sen- 
tence.” 

Inebriate:  “Standish  way  so 
I can  see  you  better.” 

— (Kitty-Kat) 


Soph:  “Gee!  I hooked  a big 
fish  this  summer.” 

Frosh:  “Well,  what  did  you 
do  with  him?” 

Soph:  “Oh,  I threw  him  away, 
there  wasn’t  enough  room  in  the 
boat  for  him.” 

— (Royal  Gaboon) 


WE  PRINT 

THE 

LEHIGH  BURR 


Let  us  talk  it  over  for  that  next 
PRINTING  JOB 


Quinlin  Printing  Co. 

317  SOUTH  NEW  STREET 

Printers  of  ‘‘The  Lehigh  Burr” 


“How  are  all  the  little  pigs 
down  on  the  farm?” 

“Fine.  And  how  are  all  the 
pledges  at  your  house?” 

— (Sun  Dial) 


“Every  morning  when  I come 
to  work  my  boss  kisses  me. 
How  can  I avoid  this?” 

“Come  to  work  in  the  after- 
noon.”— (Green  Goat) 


“I’ll  give  you  a wallop!” 
“Don’t  bother.  I wouldn’t 
know  how  to  eat  it  anyway.” 
— (Wisconsin  Octopus) 
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COOPER  RIVER  BRIDGE,  CHARLESTON,  S.  C. 

Me  Glintic -Marshall 


BRIDGES,  BUILDINGS  AND  OTHER  STRUCTURES  OF  STEEL 


c. 

D.  MARSHALL 

'88 

L.  A.  WALKER 

'08 

W.  R.  DRAKE 

•24 

H. 

H.  McCLINTIC 

'88 

G.  A.  CAFFALL 

'10 

A.  S.  HALTEMAN 

’26 

R. 

W.  KNIGHT 

'94 

LESLIE  ALLEN 

*16 

W.  R.  STEVENS 

’26 

G 

R FNSCOF 

'96 

W.  A.  CANNON 

•16 

R.  R.  WEAVER 

’26 

c' 

L/l  l kJ V W l—i 

jut  nFMIQF 

•QQ 

J.  N.  MARSHALL 

'20 

V.  I.  VARGA 

*27 

V- . 

M.  ULfNIoL, 

70 

J.  H.  WAGNER 

•20 

C.  F.  CLASS 

’28 

T. 

L.  CANNON 

‘03 

G.  L.  GAISER 

*22 

R.  A.  CANNING 

*28 

E. 

F.  GOHL 

'07 

C.  S.  SATTERTHWAIT 

•22 

R.  J.  ALBRIGHT 

•29 

F. 

U.  KENNEDY 

'07 

J.  F.  MOYER 

’23 

G.  S.  ENSCOE 

*29 

R. 

MacMINN 

'07 

I.  F.  KURTZ 

•23 

J.  B.  REILL 

'29 

OFFICES  IN  PRINCIPAL  CITIES 

Write  for  our  booklet  “Highway  and  Railroad  Bridges” 


— 


The  Bethlehem  National  Bank 

Opposite  South  Side  Market  House 

Capital  and  Surplus  - - $1,000,000 

Resources  - $9,000,000 

ROBERT  PFEIFLE,  President 
CHAS.  P.  HOFFMAN,  Vice-President 
PHILIP  J.  BYRNE,  Vice-President  and  Cashier 
FRED  T.  BECKEL,  Assistant  Cashier 
H.  D.  CLESS,  Assistant  Cashier 
E.  F.  FEHNEL,  Trust  Officer 

STUDENT  ACCOUNTS  SOLICITED 

Open  Saturday  Evenings,  7 to  9 o'clock. 


Rau  & Arnold 
TAILORS 
MEN’S  WEAR 


Braeburn  University  Clothes 

FOURTH  AND  VINE  STS.  PHONE  3532 


Doctor:  “I  can’t  prescribe  whiskey  unless  I am 
convinced  that  you  need  it.” 

Student:  “I’ve  got  a blind  date  with  a girl  my 
Aunt  wants  me  to  take  to  the  Prom.” 

Kind  Doctor:  “How  much  do  you  want?” 

— (Punch  Bowl) 


She:  “Let’s  do  something  different  to-night.” 
He:  “All  right;  let’s  turn  out  the  lights  and 
look  at  the  family  album.” — (Kitty  Kat) 


Safety  First 

“Have  a drink?  I made  it  myself.” 

“No,  thanks.  I just  paid  $2.00  for  my  dinner.” 

— (Widow) 


Ed:  “A  girl  is  somewhat  like  a football  team.” 
Co-Ed:  “How’s  that?” 

Ed:  “If  she  has  a good  line  she  can  hold  them.” 

— (Pitt  Panther) 


GREETINGS! 


SHOP 
EARLY ! 

Why  Not  Wish  Your  Friends 
a 

MERRY  CHRISTMAS 

and  a 

HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 
by  sending  them  the  BURR? 


Be  Wise!  Fill  in  the  blank  NOW! 


|Mlllllllllllill!tllllllllllllllllillllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllI  

| To  WILLIAM  F.  POWELL,  JR.,  Circulation  Manager, 

Sigma  Nu  House,  Bethlehem,  Pa. 

[ I am  shopping  early.  Enclosed  find  $1.40  for  the  Burr,  to: 


iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiM 


°'l_y 


YOU  will  see  this  immaculately  inter- 
esting new  dress  shirt  alter  dark  in 
every  fashionable  corner  of  a well- 
dressed  country  this  winter.  It  is  of  a 
rare,  fine  white  fabric  with  a self-pattern 
of  tiny  bird’s-eye  screen.  It  is  tailored 
for  a single  stud  (Don  l)  or  for  two 
(D  on  2) — both  models  have  the  smooth 
non-bulging  bosom  that  Arrow  alone 
makes.  The  price  is  $3.50. 


CLUETT,  PEABODY  &.  CO.,  INC.,  TROY,  NEW  YORK  . MAKERS  OF  ARROW  COLLARS  . HANDKERCHIEFS  . SHIRTS  . UNDERWEAR 


